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braided rawhide 



This type of bridle- has been popular 
for many years, especially in cali- 

FtRljtA AND OTHER SECTIONS OF THE SOUTH- 
WEST: rr IS A NEAT OUTFT, VERY STRON6, 
AND BRAJpEP IN FOUR^IX., OR ElSH"T 
STRAW PS. THE REINS- -H AVE NUMEROUS 
ORNAMENTAL BUTTONS ANP ARE FINISHED 
AT THE END WrFH A'ROMAL'OR- QUlRT 
WHICH IS ATTACHED TO THE T5EINS-THE 
BIT SHOWN HERE IS THE FAMOUS SANTA 
BARBARA LOOSE- UAW, ONE OF THE BEST 
BITS EVER CREATE? FOR A SADDLE HORSE. 



Woven, HORSEHAIR^ 

l^RY FANCY AMP COLORFUL BUT NOT 
TOO PRACTICAL. MANY OF THESE BRIDLES 
WERE MAPE BY CONVICTS IN THE PRISONS 
OF THE SOUTHWEST. THEY ARE USUALLY 
WOVEN OF BLACK, WHITE, AMP BAY HAIR. 
IN INTRICATE PE3lGNS_AND DECORATED 
WITH, LONG HAIRED TASSELS ANP'HANpjUADE 
SILVER. ORNAMENTS. FEW COWBOYS USE 
AN OUTFIT OF" THIS SORT ANP THEY ARE 
ORDINARILY FOUNP IN PARADE OUTFITS 
OR AS PECORATIONS IN TWCK 1200MS. 





e SILVER MOUNTED 



S^tCTLY HORSE SHOW, WILD WEST SHOW 
OR PARADE EQUIPMENT THE AVERAGE WORK- 
ING COWBOY CANNOT AFFORD A BRIDLE OF 
THIS TyPE EVEN IF HE WANTS ONE. MOST 
OF THESE OUTFITS ARE COVEREP WITH- 
3TERLING- SILVER ORNAMENTS OR CONCHAS,, 
ANP MANY OF THEM ARE OVERL-AlP WITH 
GOLD OR INLAID WITH RUBIES, DIAMONDS 
OR OTHER, PRECIOUS STOWEsO|IT IS NOT 
UNUSUAL FOR A BRIDLE OFTHI9 SORT 
TO COST FOUR OR FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS. 
EQUIPMENT OFTHlSTypE DOES MUCH" TOWARD 
DRESSING- UP A FINE PARADE -HORSE.. 
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ame£ 
THE BLACK BARTON GAN6 





THE LONE RAN6ER.EH? BLACK BARTO N' LL BE 
SLAD TUH HEAR THAT. 




COMEON.SILVER.' THEY 
NEED OUR HELP TO 
SMASH BLACK BARTON 
AND HIS SANS. p^—)y 




i HI-YO, pC 
\SILVER/\. 



YOU stop-um; 




ME HEAR-UM TALK 
WITH BARTON/ YOU 
TRYKIIL-UM LONE 
RAN6ER 




UYAR 
I THEY 
COME/ 





FROM NOWON.SQUINT IS 60IN6 TUH 
TAKE CHAR6E OF THE SHERIFF'S OFFICE/ 
YOU WRITE THE AUTHORITY, TELLIN' YER 
DEPT1ES YUH BEEN CALLED OUT O'TOWN/, 



WHEN 
/ TONTO WAS 
S CAPTURED.HEl 
=■ SEEDS TRICKLE FROM 

A SMALL HOLE IN A SADDLE 846. 
BIRDS MARK THE TRAIL THE OUTLAWS TOOK. 






OUTWITS KILLER DORN 





GOOD THIN6 WE CAUGHT THE 
FLASH OF THE SUN ON YOUR 
RIFLE OR YOU MIGHT HAVE 
DRILLED US 



I'M BART DIXON/ I WAS A PASSEN6ER 
ON THAT STAGE. I THOUGHT YOU WAS 
MORE OF THEM MURDERERS.' I GOT 
TUN 6IT TO MY BROTHER'S PLACE. 




VOU CAN RIDE 
BEHIND TONTO. HE'LL 
TAKE YOU THERE. 
I'M S0IN6 TO LOOK 
AROUND' HERE FOR 
SOME CLUES TO 
THE KILLERS 




WE CANT 0U7EUN THEIR FRESH HORSES. 
TONTO WE MUST OUTWIT THEM JIILWE. 
CAN PROVE THAT MAN IS KILUERf ~Z 
DORN.| T^ HAT 

j DO-UM 




I THOUGHT WE'D FIND YUH.IF 
WE WAITED TILL DAYBREAK, AN' 
FOLLOWED THE STREAM. 
WHERE'S THEMASKED MAN? 





IF YOU'D BEEN DIXON.YOU'D . 
HAVE KNOWN THE ENVELOPE L 
WAS A FAKE. THE LONE RANGER 
TRAPPED YOU NEAT.DORN, AN' 
TONTO HAD US HERE TUH SEE II 



HI-YO, 
SILVER 
AWAY! 

VL 




[£@ioag@ ff 

ends 
THE KIDNAPPERS 




IHEBE'S THE &ANCH-HC1KE,T0W0 ] W£LL LEAVE 
THE HORDES HEPE WHILE UJE WAKEN Ml^OUSl 
AMP iUABM HIM, SO HE oiMHaMMMMaa. 
CAN WIDE THE BOY? — J T J ^ U<3H [ I 




THESE PAPERS PSCWE 
Of JIMMY J ABVI^/ p J 



. AIMT LETW THE LAO GO [HOLD ON NOW, 
JJtTH YUH ! WE'VE TOOK J MISSOURI - 

II ''■ V.'.r-'l I fcK 

THE BCttlUH 

BE EAST WfTM 
UK PEOPLE ' 




I'M SURE. SORRY TUH 
SEE THE LAD LEAVE. 
BUT HE'LL BE BETTER 
OFF IN THE EAST 
WITH RELATIVES. 




/ •**!* Man's 




Antelope Boy!" cried Bah Chee, 
jumping up from her sewing. "What 
HAVE you got on your legs?" 

"Boots," replied her small Brother 
with an impudent grin. "White-Man 
moccasins that Little Man took from 
the^ Chief of the White Soldiers. He 
can't wear them, so he gave them to 
me. They make me walk funny — see?" 
Walking spraddle-legged, in cavalry 
boots that came to his small hips, An- 
telope Boy did some first-class clown- 
ing Bah Chee giggled in spite of her- 
self — then called out in olarm as the 
child waded into the creek. 

"Antelope Boy, come out of there. 
Don't you dare wet Little Man's White- 
Man moccasins — " 

"Let him go," somebody chuckled 
behind her shoulder. "Those boots are 
no good . . ." 

Bah Chee whirled to face the laugh- 
ing boy, her eyes wide and startled. 
Standing there under the blossoming 
peach trees, they were a handsome 
pair. At sixteen, Little Man was al- 
ready "as tall and muscular as most 



Navajos, with fine features. He had 
an easy, confident manner — a little 
TOO confident, since his bold stunt of 
riding off with a cavalry captain's 
thoroughbred horse and the captain's 
best uniform ! 

Bah Chee, though only fifteen, ap- 
peared more grown up. She moved with 
the swift ease of a young ontelope. Her 
face had the strong, rare beauty that 
some Navajo girls possess, along with 
a clever brain. Little Man admired her 
tremendously. On the other hand, she 
made him feel uncomfortably young I 

"If you steal up behind me like that 
again, Little Man," she scolded, "I — 
minever let you give me another'gilt " 
". . . like those gold buttons from the 
White Chief's shirt that you're sewing 
onto your blouse?" the boy retorted 
grinning. "I like you when your eyes ore 
angry, Bah Chee Someday I shall make 

onother raid on the White Soldiers 

or perhaps on the Apaches — and bring 
back MANY horses. Then I will pay 
your father, Walking Man, the wife- 
price he asks for you, and we shall be 



married." 

Bah Chee turned away quickly. 

"Little Man has many fine dreams," 
pie remarked with a mocking smile. 
'But dreams ore not horses." 

Sudden, stormy anger darkened 
Little Man's eyes. With a grunt, he 
turned and strode to the great bay 
stallion that grazed at the edge of the 
orchard. Snatching the halter rope, he 
Sprang onto the thoroughbred's back. 
Beside Bah Chee, he reined Tall Horse 
back on his haunches. 

"I am going," he declared loudly. 
w And I will not come back without 
TWICE as many horses as Walking 
Man wants — just to show you that f 
can, Bah Chee!" 

At the drumming of other hoofs, Tall 
Horse swung around. It was Buffalo 
Calf, Bah Chee's twin brother, on his 
grulla pony. 

"I heard what you said," called the 
younger boy, "and I'm going with you. 
Little Man! When do we start?" 

"How!" Little Man shouted, kicking 
his heels against the bay's ribs. Tall 
Horse pawed the air — and shot away 
like an arrow. 

"No! No!" cried Bah Chee, too late 
to be heard. 

Bah Chee stood watching their wild 
gallop down the canyon. When at last 
a bend in the towering red rock walls 
hid the bays from view, she caught her 
breath in a little sob. 

"The Apaches may ambush them," 
she murmured. "Or the White Soldiers' 
guns mqy shoot them down. Perhaps — 
perhaps they will never come back!" 

Two weeks of scouting had brought 
the boys no luck. There'd been danger 
aplenty, and. some excitement. Trying 
to duplicate his stunt of running off 
cavalry horses at night, Little Man had 
been nicked by a rifle bullet. The 
wound would leave a fine scar to show 
his friends — but it hadn't won him any 
horses. 

A week later on Apache war party 
had chased them for thirty miles. 



They'd wanted Little Man's big stal- 
lion, ond had let Buffalo Calf get away 
alone. But Tall Horse had outrun all 
pursuers. 

Now he and the grulla pony were 
thin from too-long traveling. They 
should head for home. Little Man 
knew, But after the boast he'd made to 
Bah Chee, he couldn't give up. 

"We will ride an south into Old 
Mexico," he told Buffalo Calf. "My 
'medicine' tells me that we shall find 
horses there." 

'That is Comanche country," Buf- 
falo Calf remarked. "And the Co- 
manches have slow ond terrible ways of 
killing captives . . . But if we can get 
fresh horses to ride, we'll have a 
chance." 



**5!k 





Little Man kicked his toll boy into a 
trot, heading southward. His heart felt 
warm with pride in his younger friend. 
Buffalo Calf was tired and discouraged. 
The boys hadn't eaten a full meal for 
three days. But Buffalo Calf's loyalty 
wouldn't let him complain. He would 
follow Little Man till he dropped! 

Late that afternoon they struck the 
broad trail of a norse herd. By sun- 
down they hod followed it across the 
Mexican Border. Two hours ofter dark, 
they lay on their stomachs on a rough 
volcanic rock 'above the Comanches' 
campfire. 

The horses — -half a hundred of them 
— were held in a shallow bowl of the 
rocky landscape. Probably they had 
been stolen from Mexican ronchos. In 
any case, they were fair game, if there 
were any way to capture them, But that 
was a big "IF!" 

"How many Comanches did you 
count?" Little Man whispered to his 
companion. 

'Six/' Buffalo Calf replied, "not 
counting the two who are guarding the 
horses. But I see only four around the 
fire right now." 

"They may be out scouting around 
the camp," muttered Little Man nerv- 
ously. "Wart here, Buffalo Calf, while 
I move our own horses to a safer place." 

No prairie wolf could have moved 



more silently than Little Man. And it 
was well that he did! Fifty or sixty 
yards still loy between him and the two 
horses when he heard his big boy snort. 
To Little Mon's ears came muttered 
Comanche words — then a pounding of 
hoofs. THEY HAD TAKEN AWAY 
TALL HORSE AND THE GRULLA 
PONY! 

This was bad enough. But now every 
Comanche that could be spared from 
the horse guard would be looking for 
two prowling Navajos — Buffalo Calf 
and himself! 

With his heart in his mouth Little 
Man hurried back. As he neared the 
spot where he hod left the other boy, a 
cold fear crept up his spine. All at 
once he knew the truth — Buffalo Calf 
was not there. Buffalo Calf hod been 
captured ! 

In that moment. Little Man wished 
he were dead. He felt crushed under a 
mountain of guilt. He felt the eyes of 
his whole tribe — especially the eyes of 
Bah Chee — accusing him: "You hove 
led your friend to his death — your 
friend !" 

A terrible sob rose in Little Man's 
throat. Then anger swept over him in a 
hot wave. "NO ! NO !" he vowed to him- 
self. "Buffalo Calf shall not die alone 
... I will take him away from the 
Comanches — or I will die With him!" 



* 
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